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0 یا‎ WI greatest respect for the 


Devil as a business man. He 

started a few years ago in a 
small garden with a capital stock 
of one snake, and now he owns 
half the world and has a mort- 
gage on the other half. 
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A SMASHER OF FAKES, FRAUDS AND HYPOCRICIES. 
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“Апа The Cat Came Back” 


A BOUT FOUR YEARS AGO The Wampus i 
Cat, disgusted with the folly and foibles of | 
men, marched out of a Federal Court room 
чү where the Judge had been frantically-endeav- 
oring to step on his tail (the Cat's tail) and 
scampered away into the primeval wilderness, there to 
reflect long and deeply on modern shams, hypocricies 
and damphoolishness. 

Thoroughly refreshed by its long rest, and newly en- 
lightened by its deep cogitations, it now comes bounding 
back out of the jungle larger, stronger, even wilder than 
before. Its teeth are sharper, its claws longer and keener 
and the lust of battle ten times hotter in its veins than 
when it went away to commune alone with Nature and 
gather inspiration and new stores of energy from the God 


of Cats and Men. 
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If the dear ladies continue to abbreviate their wearing: 
apparel—well the vanishing point will be reached sooner 
or later. 


Энеси (у, тй 


Rastus—“ Sambo you all know de difference between 
a high-brown flapper and a steam boat?” 

Sambo—“Go on away from here black boy! What is 
your idea in bringing that up? You knows I aint never 
been on no steam boat." 
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Immune 


It had always been Sam’s ambition to own a fur coat, 
and after years of skimping he had achieved it. On the 
first day of its possession, as he was strutting down the 
street, a friend approached him. 

"Mo'nin', Sam,” the friend remarked, his teeth chat- 
tering from the wintry blasts. “Pretty col’ day, ain’ she?" 

Sam lifted his chin haughtily from the depths of his 
huge fur collar. 

“Ah really kain't tell "bout the weather," he replied 
carelessly. “Ah ain't looked at de paper today.” 
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I saw Esau kissing Kate, 

The fact is we all three saw— 
Esau he saw I saw Kate, 

And Kate saw [ saw Esau. 


Needy Case 


“Teacher,” asked a little girl, “what's a waif?” 

“A waif, dear, is a girl who hasn’t any home.” 

“Gee, teacher!” exclaimed the innocent tot, her eyes 
filling with tears. “Then where does she walk back to 
from her automobile rides?” 
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Lots of business men hire stenographers and expect 
them to be chorus girls after hours. 
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CE'ST LA VIE 


A kind-hearted moralist was spreading the message 


-through the night clubs of the great city. 


"My dear girl," he said, "wouldn't you like to give 
up this gay life and return to your little country town be- 
fore it is too late?" 

"What? ejaculated the blonde villager, now quite 
at home on Broadway. “And give up a swell apartment 
a bucket of jewels, more furs than any Eskimo ever had, 
a Rolls-Royce and a lot of good times? Say, this is real 
life, not a confession story!” 


Беса уан 


The teacher asked Johnnie if Һе could give the defina- 
tion of wind. “Yes mam,” said Johnnie, “wind is air in 
а he l of a rush." 
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Ramonia says they cooked the beans up-side-down at 
her boarding house a few days ago, and one man died 


with the hiccoughs. 
(0) 


One half of the world doesn't know how the other 
half lives, but they are doing their doggone best to find 


out. 
(0) 


Charity covers a multitude of sins, and curiosity un- 
covers them. 


TOOT 


There is no cure for insomnia on a honeymoon. 


"moms. 
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VIOLA RICHARDS—Hal Roach 
Comedies. Says that certain park 
policemen have thrown light on 


some interesting things. 
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A DAUGHIER OF SOLOMON 


A young man was charged with a crime in one of our 
western states where the penalty for such an offense is 
death. The case was called and the defendant said he 
didn't have the money to employ an attorney. The court 
appointed a lady attorney to defend him, and the case was 
opened. The evidence was all against the young fellow, 
and it looked like he was headed for a neck tie party in 
a high lope. The lady attorney sat through all of the 
testimony and seemingly paid no attention to any of it. 
Finally, after the prosecution had finished making out 
the case, she arose, and walking over to the jury, handed 
the foreman a needle and thread, saying: "Will you 
please thread this needle for me?" The foreman threaded 
the needle without any trouble, and handed it back to 
her. She then gave him the thread, and taking the needle 
between her hands, she rolled it back and forth very 
swiftly. "Now," said she, "Thread it, will you, please." 
The foreman couldn't do it. Neither could any member 
of the jury. 

The verdict was: "Not Guilty," and the jury didn't 
leave the jury box. 
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Jewish Percentage 


Michael O'Brady, of New York City, was the proud 
father of the fourth child, and he was visibly worried. 
His friend Patrick Flannigan was congratulating him. 
"Yes, but bejabbers there will be no more," said Mike. 
"Why?' asked Pat. "Because," said Mike: "Statistics 
show that every fifth child born in New York City is a 
Jew. 
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SMALL TOWN STUFF 


Old Wampus lives in a small town down in the “piney 
woods” section of Louisiana. In fact, it has been said 
that he lives so far back in the stix that he uses a male 
"possum for a watch dog, and the hoot-owls flirts with his 
chickens. Anyway, what I am trying to tell you folks is 
that its pretty hard for the Old Varmint to keep an even 
keel and refrain from taking a few pot shots, now and 
then, at the country town pests and afflictions. Of course 
in the larger towns and cities it is different—every one 
attends strictly to his own business. In the small towns 
most people have no business of their own to attend to and 
consequently they devote all their time and attention to 
looking after other people's affairs. 

What this country needs is an antidote for the awful 
affliction of flatulant talk. 

Rumors start from nowhere in particular—their ori- 
gin is hard to locate—and they grow with every repeat- 
ing. 

Tattlers, Tale-bearers and Slanderers have caused 
more misery, more heartaches, more suffering than all the 
wars since creation's dawn. When you destroy life all 
suffering ceases. When you tell lies on your fellow man, 
destroying reputation and character you have done that 
person a far greater injury than you would should you 
take a gun and murder in cold blood. 


Character Assassins! 
Tattlers! 
Gossipers! 


Mean, dirty, low-down creatures in human form who 
deal lightly with the reputation of their fellow man. In 
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nine cases out of ten the person who is continually knock- 
ing; who is always pushing their dirty, mangy snout into 
other people's affairs are so damnably dirty, crooked and 
depraved that they are afraid their own life will be 
brought into the searching glare of the spot light unless 
they keep the gaze of a curious public diverted from their 
direction by “starting something" on someone else. 

When you hear a bunch of good old sisters “‘dishin’ the 
dirt" you can figure there is a "bug under the chip" some i 
where. People who are straight themselves don't tattle 
and gossip about other people's affairs. А man or woman | 
with the least spark of common decency will not "say | 
things to your back that they cannot repeat to your face." i 

Human Doodle-bugs! i 

Delving and digging in the social compost of a com- Í 
munity, striving with all their might to bring to the sur- 
face a fat morsel of scandal and feast their depraved minds 
upon the "sweet aroma" arising therefrom. 

Poor, little shriveled souls that see only bad in every | 
move of their fellow man! It’s a great pity that the crea- i 
tor didn't equip such people with a bag attached to the | 
front of their anatomy so they could gather up every mor- | 
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i 
sel of imaginary filth and refuse and keep it ever before 
their nostrils and revel in the stench arising from it. 

If you haven't anything to employ your diseased mind, 
then for goodness sake remember that the mouth was ori- 
ginally intended for feeding purposes only, and not an 

| outlet for dirty gossip and slander. 


(0) 
Considerin’ how natural their sin was, | can't figure 
out why Adam and Eve are so everlastingly blamed. 


(0) 
It used to be tears that women shed; now it's clothes. 
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Piker! 


Mr. Guffy, the Florida realtor, died and went, sur- 
prisingly enough, to heaven. There he was regaling a 
group of new acquaintances with a vivid tale of a sub- 
division he had sold for one million dollars. "And if I 
had held it six months longer I could have cleared up 
double that sum," he declared with dramatic effect. 

A bronzed individual rose, snorted and walked away. 

"Who was that man?" demanded Mr. Guffy. 

“That,” he was informed, “was the Indian who sold 

Manhattan Island for twenty-four dollars." 
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Mr. John J. Schliecher, the progressive undertaker of 
Possum Trot, was in our office this week complaining of 
a slump in his business. He said however that Һе was the 
only business man in that town who could truthfully say 
that he had never had a dissatisfied customer—never a 
kick from any of them. 


Not, pe 


There was a lot of excitement over in the Chigger 
Ridge community last week. It seems that a mob had de- 
cided to take the law into their own hands and had hung 
the victim before the courts had a chance to prove him 
insane or afflicted with any kind of ' complex." A large 
sign hung on the dead man read as follows: "This was a 
dam bad man in some respects—and a dam site worse in 
others. 
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DEAR WAMPUS: 
coln’s immortal slogan? 
America's Finest Automobile. 
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What is Lin- 


KITTY KAT: Iam aff'licated with 
water on the knee. What would you 
suggest? 

Wear pumps and connect with the 
hese. 

——(8)—— 

DEAR MR. WAMPUS: Where is 
the center of gravity? 

You'd be surprised. 

(8) 
WAMPUS CAT: Do you think 


Adam was the first man? 
Well, Eve said he was. 
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WAMPUS CAT: My husband runs 
around at night. Can you suggest a 
way to keep him at home? 

Some use window weights and 
others hammers. Personally I would 
suggest a bottle of Coty's Best and a 
pink negligee. 
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OLD VARMINT: What is the most 
popular name for a girl? 

Agness seems to lead, with Mabel 
and Beckie close seconds. 


(Š) 


DEAR CAT: What makes the 
moon shine? 

Half a sack of corn chops, fifty 
pounds of sugar, fifty gallons of water 
and a slow fire. 
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KATTY-KAT: Do you believe the 
story of Moses being found in the 
bullrushes? 

Well, you know the tale the young 
lady told old Daddy Pharaoh. Far 
be it from me to even question the 
lady’s word in a case like that. 


($) 
DEAR WAMPUS: Spring is said 
to be the most dangerous season of 
the year. Why is this so? 
Because all the grass has spears, 
all the flowers have pistils and the 
bullrushes out. 
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Ask Me Anything 


DEAR KITTEN: Can you tell me 
what were the first words of Paul 
Revere after he finished his famous 
ride? 


“Woah.” 
—— ($) 
WAMPUS: What is your idea of 
eternity ? 


Waiting for pro-hi-bition to func- 
tion, 
——(8)— 


DEAR OLD FELINE: Can you tell 
me who wrote “When the Sands of 
the Desert Grow Cold?" 

Aimee Simple Mc Pherson. 
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DEAR OLD PROWLER: Who was 
King Solomon? 

The answer to nine hundred maid- 
ens prayers. 
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WAMPUS CAT: Whom do you 
consider the greatest American hum- 
orist? 

The Anti-Saloon League press 
agent. 

(8) 


Justice—How did the accident hap- 
pen? 

Defendant—Why, I dimmed my 
lights and was hugging the curve. 

Justice—Yeah, that's how most ac- 
cidents happen. 
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A man recently fainted 
three times at his own wed- 
ding, but it was no use. They 
waited until he came around 
and he was married just the 
same. 
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SYNTHETIC 


Men boast to me, of “pre-war stuff,” 
But I well know it's only bluff; 
I am aware quite well enough 

That every drop's 


Synthetic. 


I note the bloom upon the cheek 
The modern girl displays this week; 
Its origin, 1 do not seek— 

: I know that it's 


Synthetic. 


A hard, sophisticated Miss, 

Gives me her red, red lips, to kiss; 

But I derive from them, no bliss— 
Her kisses are 


Synthetic. 
Im offered now, a generous bloek 
Of nice, new-printed mining stock, 
And, though I do not wish to “knock,” 
I'd swear the stuff's 
Synthetic. 
Nothing is real, any more, 
But life's made up of fakes, galore; 


No wonder that a guy gets sore, 
When even love's 


Synthetic. 
——(8) 


Not Long Enough 


WHY, how dare you try to kiss 
me?"  exclaimed Edna. "[ have 
known you less than a week!" 

“How long do you have to know a 
fellow before you let him kiss you?" 
demanded the young man. 

"It depends on the man." 

“Well, how long would you wish to 
know me before you would let me 
kiss you?" 

“I should have to know you a long, 
long time." 

*What do you call a long time?" 

“Five minutes longer, at the very 
least, than I’ve known you!” 
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Caryl Lincoln— Christie 


Comedies. She says: “Eve 
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didn't suspect that Adam 
was a rake until she mis- 
Sed her fig leaf." 
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BACK TO NATURE 


Away from the city's dust and din, 
Away from its noise and strife, 
Away from its worries and ceasless stress 

To the peace of rural life. 


Let me leave the flapper to bask in the smile 
Of the farmer's lovely daughter, 

Let me go where the ragweed flaunts her rags 
And the watermelon grows on the water. 


Where the buckeye always watches the buck, 
And the buttercup with butter is full, 

Where the cowslip slips on the gentle cow 
And the bullrush rushes the bull. 


I would go where the foxglove fits on the fox, 
And the woodpecker pecks on the tree, 
Where the oxeye daisy leers at the ox 
And the peanut flirts with the pea. 


Where dogs grow on the dogwood limbs, 
And the larkspur clinks on the lark, 

Where bluebells ring when the day begins 
And the nightshade deepens the dark. 


Where the lazy toad on the toadstool sits, 
And the silkweed rustles its silk, 

Where the moisture distills from the dribbling elm 
And the milkweed foams with milk. 


Where the eatbird purrs to her nursing brood, 
And the owl is a nightly booster, 

Where the ironwood grows into iron bars 
And the cockroach pets the rooster. 


Where the nightengale sings all night to the moon, 
And the gooseberry tempts the goose, 

And snakeroots busily root for snakes 
Till the soil is mellow and loose. 
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The Sport of Kings 


Old King Cole called for his pipe. 

“Рт sorry, sir, but an act abolish- 
ing smoking has been passed," replied 
his valet. 

*Well then, the bowl." 

*Has your Majesty forgotten pro- 
hibition?" 

*Damn it, my fiddlers three." 


“The musicians are on strike, sir, ` 


and, your Majesty, I must respect- 
fully request you not to swear at me 
as it is against the express orders of 
the Royal Valets Union, local No. 3." 

With a merry laugh King Cole 
swallowed his cyanide. 


=== 


Biddy's Husky Rivals 


County Agent C. A. Rowland is 
planning an egg-laying contest for 
men of the country.—Minot (N. D.) 
paper. 

(8) 


When it comes to bitin' a bedbug 
has it fifty ways over an elephant 
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Cheap Publicity 
Conductor—“How old is the little 
girl?” 
The Child—“Mother, Pd rather 
pay the fare and keep my age to 
myself."—Humorist (London) 


(§) 
Here lies entombed all that was found 
Of.James Alonzo Kirk; 
He boasted four-wheel brakes all 
around— 
Alas! 


They didn’t work. 
—Sunflower Daly. 
(Š) 


“Be sure,” said Jones, “to look up 
my friend, Mr. Lummack, while in the 
city." 

“Mr. Lummack?" asked his friend 
absent-mindedly. 

."Yes, Mr. Lummack. You can re- 
member his name because it rhymes 
with stomach." 

A few weeks later his friend re- 
turned and met Jones on the street. 
“Do you know," he said, “I tried 
and tried, but never could find your 
friend, Mr. Kelly." 
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You Tell 'Em Brudder Jones 


The Rev. Alonzo Ebineezer Jones, pastor of the Ne- 
gro Methodist Church, was waxing eloquent one summer 
Sunday morn. He said: "Brederen and Sisterin I wants 
to talk to you dis mornin about de greatest man dat eb- 
ber libed—de wisest man dat ebber libed, and accordin’ 
to de Bible Some Ladies’ Man!—KING SOLOMON. 
King Solomon had six hundred wives and three hundred 
concubines." At this point he looked a little puzzled but 
waded bravely on. “Now,” said he, for de benefit ob 
some ob you burr-heads out dere who might not know 
what “concubine” means [ will explain to you dat it is 
derived from dat Greek word meanin’ ‘‘Steno-grapher.”’ 
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Ere Judge Ben S Linden of Den- 
ver, Colorado, sprung that “Compan-- 
ionate Marriage" gag he probably 
thought he was originating a brand 
new fad. 

But the Judge is just a little late 
with his plans for connubial bliss. 

The negroes of Louisiana and East 
Texas have “beat him to it" by several 
years. 

They call it “Sawmill License," or 
“Turpentine License," whichever the 
ease may be whether a turpentine 
camp of the “quarters” of a sawmill 
community. 

These negroes just “take up” with 
one another, and if they don’t “hit it 
off” to their own satisfaction they 
“un-take” and that’s all there is to it! 

How is that for “Сотрапіопаќе 
Marriage?" 

Of course now and then there is 
domestic wrangle or “family row" in 
which “razors and smoke poles” are 
deciding factors, but this doesn’t hap- 
pen very often. If Rastus decides that 
Liza no longer holds his attention or 
excites his 9000 volt emotions he 
simply wanders off and finds him a 
“highbrown what does!” 

And Liza has the same privilege. 

But usually it’s the male of the 
species who does the “ramblin,” and 
first starts the ball to rolling. 

Rastus may have a mug that would 
take the prize at a missing link in- 
vestigation and resemble an anthra- 
poid ape much more than a human 
being, but just as long as he is a 
“good provider” and brings home the 
bacon in the pay envelope, Liza wil! 
be right there with her share of the 
*companionate" Contract. 

She will prepare the bacon if Ras- 


» 


merca 


tus brings it home—and that's that! 

Of course she may do some “sam- 
plin" on the side and have a few 
*gentleman friends" who call while 
ETUR is away at work, but even at 
that she isn't very much worse than 
some female women whose skin is 
several shade lighter than Liza's. 

What is Companionate Marriage? 
Simply à new way of describing an 
old relationship—our old friend “trial 
marriage" all dolled up in a new bib 
and tucker. If the companionate mar- 
riage is contracted for only a few 
years, how is that any different from 
other marriages where divorces fol- 
low after a few years, and in some 
instances in a very few months? . 

Divorces are becoming more num- 
erous in every section of the country. 
The census figures tell the story and 
no one can deny it. Whether we de- 
plore it or approve it the fact exists 
beyond all denial. 

However, marriage is still the nor- 
mal and divorce the abnormal. We 
cannot deny that divorces are becom- 
ing more numerous every day, but 
married men outnumber the divorced 
something like 95 to 1, and it is a 
mistake to think that the happy, suc- 
cessful marriage is the exception and 
to assume that the unhappy marriage 
is the rule. 

Divorces will increase, because the 
modern woman is not dependent on 
“mere man" for support. She is an 
earner and therefore financially in- 
dependent. She does not have to tol- 
erate the things her mother and grand 
mother agreed to. If Hubby gets cross 
or unreasonable he can hunt himself 
another happy home and she will go 
back to her former position of “private 
secretary" to some captian of industry 
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who demands less of her time and at- 
tention and pays a hell-of-a-site more 
money than Hubby ever earned any 
way. 

And that is the reason I say that 


“Companionate Marriage” is nothing 
new under the sun. We have had it 
ever since the first divorce was gran- 
ted, and it will continue just so long 
as men and women are subject to all 
the mistakes and frailties that all 
mankind is heir to. Long ago divorce 
became socially respectable. Being 
familiar it leaves no stigma. And, 
after all, isn't it much better, when 
two people find themselves uncongeni- 
al, that they be legally divorced rather 
than go through life snarling and 
fighting like cats and dogs? 

When marriage has become unsatis- 
factory to one or both parties custom 
sanctions divorce, but the laws steps 
in and says that a divorce shall not 
be granted except one person has done 
injury to another. The law suffers in 
such cases, and where adultery is es- 
sential to divorce, men will swear to 
sins they have not committed—any- 
thing to be rid of the unpleasant as- 
sociations, and free from the continual 
nagging and quarrels of a mismated 
pair. The romance of love has faded 
and all the faults and shortcomings 
of each of them are bared to the pite- 
ous light of realities. . 

How much better then to be legally 
divorced than to live together in dis- 
cord? 

Now, getting back to the “Compan- 
ionate Marriage" racket I hereby sub- 
mit a mythical marriage ceremony, 
from the Omaha World-Herald: 

Minister — Now Juliet — you, too, 
Romeo,—all us folks are gathered 
here for the purpose of uniting you 
two young people in marriage. On 
second thought perhaps unite is à bit 
too strong. Too binding. None of us 
want you young folks to get yourselves 
into a tangle you couldn't get out of 


—that is, if you ever should want to 
get out. I don’t think you will. I think 
you are going to be real fond of each 
other. Julie is a charming girl and 
with no early crop of babies coming 
on to detract from her beauty I see 
no reason why Romeo shouldn’t cher- 
ish her and cling to her and all that 
sort of thing. Of course that is only 
formula. Naturally, it will be up to 
Julie to see that her loveliness does 
not fade. That’s her problem. Now, 
Romeo, do you promise to take Juliet 
as your wedded wife and to cherish 
her and love her and live with her 
as long as you DO love her? 

Romeo—I can't see anything dan- 
gerous in promising to love her as long 
as I DO love her. I'll tell you what 
I'll do, parson. I'll meet you half way, 
I'm a cautious man, and I don't want 
to get into any domestic entangle- 
ments from which, as you so appropri- 
ately suggest, I might find it embarras- 
sing or even impossible to extricate 
myself at a later date. I'll agree to 
what you. say if you will amend Ar- 
ticle X to read— 

Minister—We will do better than 
that, my boy. Anybody as willing as 
you are deserves every consideration. 
We will eliminate Article X entirely. 

Romeo—Then I agree—with reser- 
vations. 

Minister—Oh, certainly! Reserva- 
tions are understood. And, Julie do 
you agree to take Romeo as your hus- 
band and be a companion to the boy? 
He really needs you, Julie. 

Juliet—I agree—tentatively. 

Romeo—That’s all we’re asking. 

Minister—Now, my children, you 
are man and wife— 

Romeo—With reservations. 

Juliet —Tentatively, I said. 


Minister—Of course, of course! 
And I do hope that after fifteen or 
twenty years—after, that is, you are 
certain, at least reasonably certain, 
that you are going to like each other 
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—I hope a little one will come to bless 
your happy union. 

Romeo —I won't sign anything 
about any little ones at this time. 

Juliet—Who asked you to? 

Minister—Don’t worry, Romeo. You 
will have fifteen or twenty years to 
decide about the little ones. 

Romeo—Make it twenty-five. 

Juliet (horrified and drawing back) 
—Twenty-five little ones? 

Romeo—tTwenty-five years, silly. 

Juliet—Oh! 

Minister—Amen. 

(Rice, shoes, treaties on eugenics, 
pictures of Judge Lindsey, etc.) 


(Š) 


B 


Police records prove that 
blondes are the most danger- 
ous women. This also proves 
that gentlemen are not cow- 
ards. 


QÑ 


— sn 


——(8) 
She Guessed Wrong 


He (seriously:) What are the last 
three hairs on a dog's tail called? 

She (very seriously:) Well, truth- 
fully, Jack, I don't know. You tell me. 

He (very, very serously:) Why, dog 
hairs. 


—Wabash Caveman. 


— (3) 


Question: ‘What is steam?” 
Answer: “Water that has gone 
crazy with the heat?” 


(8) 


Customer—Two eggs poached, me- 
dium; soft, buttered toast, not too 


hard; coffee, not too much cream. 
Waiter—Yes sir. Would you like 
any special design on the dishes. 


“Up Where The Dress Begins” 


Up where the garter used to clasp her 
That’s where the dress begins; 
Up where ‘twould shock the old-time 

Jasper, 
That’s where the dress begins. 
Up till the knee cap is below it, 


(Knee cap was there but we didn’t 
know it 


Back in the days ere she chose to 
show it.) 


That’s where the dress begins. 
Up where it one time wasn’t decent, 


That’s where the dress begins, 

Up higher yet in the days more recent, 
That’s where the dress begins. 

Up where the briars will never gash it, 


Up where the mud will never splash 
it, 
Up where the—up where the—Oh, 
well dash it, 


That’s where the dress begins. 


(8) 


Pickled Paul—'Do you mind if I 
smoke." 

Pauline the Petter—''Nope, so long 
as you do not burst out in flames." 


(8) 


Воу—“А т I descended from а mon- 
key, Ма?” 

Mother—“I dare say, but Pm not 
sure as I’ve never met any of your 
father's people. 


—()— 
ao 


A Maiden's Prayer 


Dear Lord, I'm not asking 
anything for myself; but і 
please send mamma а son-in- 
law. 


ot 
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DEAR GRANNY 


“Tt beats hell," says grandma. “Soon 
as I catch up on my installments to 
that face-lifting surgeon, I find myself 
three payments behind on the roads- 
ter.” 


——(8) 


*Well, of all the nerve," she said, 
as she slapped his face. “Don’t ever 
try to kiss me again." 

* All right," he replied meekly. “If 
that's how you feel about it, get off 
my lap." 


($) 


Wanted—A boy to open oysters, 16 
years old. 


remo noe a a e a 


HON. LEMUEL SIMPKINS, MAYOR OF 
SNUFF RIDGE, IN HIS FAMOUS 


«SCATIERBOLT SIX” 


ееси 


ao. 


ASK THE MAN WHO TOWS ONE! 


FAIRY STORY 


An old farmer went to New York 
City for the first time. He accosted a 
serious-faced youth just outside the 
Grand Central Station. 

“Y o un g fellow," said the farmer, 
“I want to go to Central Park." 

The youth seemed lost in thought 
for a moment and then replied: 

*Well, you may, just this once. But 
I don't want you ever, EVER, to ask 
me again!" 

(8) 


She:.. “Is it dangerous to drive with 

one hand?" 
He: “You bet. More than one fel- 
low has run into a church doing it." 
—Cornell Widow. 


kati 


EO GEO ED CAD C MP ана mu OS EN SEE OP OE 


| 
| 


THE WAM чү РОЗ САТ 


ә, 
DJ 


Matrimony is one of the popular 
investments that have to be paid for 
in daily installments. 


(8) 


А woman either knows all about 
it or is just finding out. 


(8) 


Human nature abhors a reformer 
jist as much or even more than Nature 
abhors a vacuum. 


(8) 


Since the world began no one has 
made a success of minding another's 
business. 

(8) 


My sympathy goes out to the fellow 
whose only dessert is a dyspepsia 
tablet. 

(8) 


A man who can't get an insurance 
policy has no trouble in getting a mar- 
riage license. 


(8) 


Maybe the world ain't gettin' bet- 
ter, but anyhow side whiskers has 
been junked. 


(8) 


Let o' times a woman that's heart 
hunghy thinks she loves religion wuen 
she’s really lovin’ the preacher. 


ISHORTENIN | 

| | 
| THRUSTS 8 Я AND JABS | 
ET | 


The Home Mission Society reports 
that it recently found three poor fami- 
lies completely out o' gas, an' one 
wretched hovel where th' family had 
been unable t' git about fer three days 
owin' t' a blowout. 


(e 


The hardest thing I kin think o' 
today is gettin' money out o' a feller 
who ain't got it. 


($) 


'The only thing I like about winter is 
that they ain't no mosquitoes nor 
world series. 

(8) 


The disappointin' thing about good 
times is that they are either jist comin' 
or hev jist gone by. 


(8) 


Nothin’ is more aggravatin’ to a 
jealous wife than a husband who be- 
haves himself systematically. 


($) 


Figures don't lie, but there's а lot 
о” them in th’ streets that look a little 
too open an' above board. 


(8) 


How some dead men would laugh 
if they could see what is said about 
them on their tombstones! 
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Daily Dozen 


A dakrey, being the father of 
twelve children, all of whom hed been 
rocked in the same cradle, was put- 
ting the latest arrival to sleep. 

“Rastus,” said his wife. “Dat cradle 


am ’ bout worn out.” 
“Tis 'bout gone,” replied Rastus. 


“You all bettah get nother, and get 
a good one—one dat’) last.’ ' 


Mass Production 


A news item: “Mr. and Mrs. John 
Beverlin are rejoicing over an eight- 
pound daughter, their sixth child, 


since last Saturday.”— 


—Newton, Ill., Meitro Democrat 


(8) 
Are you trying to make a fool out 
of me?" 
*No, I'm just looking on!" 


o.“ o оо m OS oas 


EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 


when the cops break in on the party and nab your 


favorite boot-legger ... be nonchalent . . . light a 


Dudad Cigarette 


DUDAD 


BY ROYAL EDICT, CATERERS TO 
HIS HIGHNESS, THE PRINCE OF WHALES 
“TAKE A TUMBLE”? 


— a роь аніь- 


———————————————————————————————'2Ó 
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| AIMEE IN ACTION | 
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“L-a-d-i-e-s and  G-e-n-t-l-e-m-e-n ! 
Right over this way! We wish to 
present for your approval the g-r-e-a-t- 
e-s-L  h-i-p-o-d-r-o-m-e attraction on 
earth !" 

“AIMEE SIMPLE Ме PHARSON, 
The Prima Donna of Revivalism." 

Folks, its going to be pretty hard 
for Old Wampus to give this lady all 
that's coming to her, because she is 
a darn good looking woman and I 
never did like to raise old billy with 
beautiful female women. 

But a Fake is a Fake— 

And a Fraud is a Fraud— 

And Aimee Simple McPharson is 
both of them and then some! 

What do you suppose Jesus Christ 
would think of the services at ““Ange- 
lus Temple?" 

You know Aimee is the daddy—or 
I should say mammy—of a brand 
new way of bringing folks into the 
"straight and narrow." 

I don't know whether she is a 
Methodist, Baptist, Presbyterian, 
Campbellight or Catholic. 

But from all reports she is a darn 
good scout on a kidnaping expedition! 
If you don't believe it just ask the 
gentleman who was formerly employ- 
ed as organist in “Angelus Temple.” 

You know I have always envied that 
Shiek, and still a fellow can't have 
much respect for him. A gentleman 
would have taken all the blame for 
the trip and gone to jail, if necessary, 
in order to protect the lady. 

However, he didn't do it. He step- 
ped out of the picture—but he left 
his clothes scattered over the lands- 
cape and packed in trunks where they 
shouldn't have been left at all. 


Must have been a very careless: 
chap! 

Well, anyway, he isn't the first guy 
who ever left his BVD's in the wrong 
place at the wrong time, by a damsite. 

But, let's get back to Aimee, her- 
self. It's a summer's eve is Los Ange- 
les. There is a blare of trumpets, and 
the murmer of five thousand people 
hushes sharply. A figure descends 
from a fairy-like stairway to a stage 
equippedwith all modern effects— 
plump, tripping, balancing an arm- 
load of roses. The plump one trips 
forward to the center stage, lifts the 
boquet, her face wreathed in a gar- 
land of interwoven roses and smiles, 
and upon it plays the calcium, blue, 
golden, pink, violet—the plump one 
bows to this side, to that, à focussed 
center of roses, while the band fairly 
bursts its brass to hail her. 

Aimee is rather an ample lady of 
early middle years, her soft curves 
concealing rippling muscles like steel; 
conspicuous reddish hair, with flash- 
ing eye and ever-busy smile; a lady 
who, gazing forth with satisfaction 
upon the assemblage come to do her 
homage, has a right to honest pride. 

Aimee Simple McPharson is stag- 
ing, month after month and even year 
after year, the most successful Hippi- 
drome attraction in the United States. 

As a prima donna she is a grand, a 
most wonderful success. Her services 
are complete vaudeville programs, en- 
tirely new each week, and the audi- 
ence concede it the best for the money 
in the city of Los Angeles. 

Angelus Temple is one place where 
the Almighty occupies a secondary 
position. He plays an important part 
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in the drama, to be sure, but the cen- 
ter stage is taken and: held by Aimee, 
herself, in person. 

And believe me, brother, she has a 


smile and a “way” that will jerk the 
jits from any man who is under ninety 
years and able to toddle in on crutch- 
es. They simple reach down in their 
jeans and fork over the dough, when 
the collection basket comes ’round, 
and if you could see Aimee you 
couldn't blame ет. a darn bit! 

On a recent evening the voluptious 
lady of the tawny curls appeared on 
the stage of Angelus Temple clothed 
in a fur coat of wonderous beauty. 
Hs folds displayed her form to an 
alarming extent—at ieast it was 
alarming to some of the ladies, who, 
with their husbands occupied seats 
down near the front.. 

Aimee walked back and forth a- 
eross the stage while she told her au- 
dience how their liberal donations had 
made it possible for her to own such a 
beautiful coat. 

“Now,” said Aimee, “I know you 
are glad I have this coat, but Dear 
Little Mother doesn’t have a coat like 
this—and you know that I can’t feel 
happy, knowing that mother would 
like to have a nice coat too.” At this 
juncture the liveried lads who take 
up the collection appeared with their 
baskets, and Aimee continued: “Now, 
while the boys pass through the au- 
dience I want you to donate enough 
to buy dear little mother a fur coat 
like mine.” A hundred ushers take 
position with their collection baskets 
and start passing through the immense 
audience. “One,” says Aimee, and the 
hands move down. “Two,” and the 
hands go lower. “Three,” the hands 
are in position to. enter trousers pock- 
et. "Lig," laughs the prima donna 
and the congregation chuckles, as it 
digs for coins to drop into baskets to 
“buy little mother a fur coat like 
amine.” The ushers finish their rounds 


and the “offering to the Lord" is 
brought forward and counted. “Only 
Nine Hundred and Seventy-Five Dol- 
lars,” announced Aimee. “Now folks 
you know you wouldn’t want dear 
little mother embarrassed by appear- 
ing on the streets of Los Angles with 
a cheap coat. Come on now, let’s go 
again.” The ushers again pass through 
the congregation, and this time Four 
Hundred and Ten Dollars is donated 
to the fund, making a total of Thirteen 
Hundred and Eighty-Five Dollars “To 
buy Dear Little Mother a nice Fur 
Coat.” 

You wouldn’t think a sane human 
being would fall for a line like that 
but. they do—and believe me, brother, . 
they fall hard, and come back for 
more day after day and night after 
night. I don’t know whether Aimee 
started in to dress “Dear Little Moth- 
er” from the skin out, but.this I do 
know, the old lady wont need many 
ше, with a coat like that to top 
it off. 


And again I ask you—what do you 
suppose Jesus Christ would think of 
the services at Angelus Temple? 

“The foxes have holes and the birds 
have nests, but the Son of Man hath 
not where to lay his head!” 

There is just one more question I 
want to ask the Ample Aimee; or had 
I best ask the former organist; JUST 
HOW LONG DOES IT TAKE FOR 
"THE SANDS OF THE DESERT 
(of Southern California) TO GROW 
COLD?" 
amu qmo. <= os 
According to Sam Hill, l 
philosopher-paragrapher of 
the Cincinnati Enquirer, the 
kind of women who prefers 
a poodle dog would most 
likely have named a son Per- 
cival, anyway, so why worry 
about it. 


oF ee 
m... oC 
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` WHAT ISA COW 


A story is told of a teacher who 
asked a little girl: “Where does milk 
come from?” 

Perhaps many definitions of a cow 
have been published, but below we 
give one from an author unknown: 

The cow is a female quadruped 
with an alto voice and a countenance 
in which there is no guile. She col- 
laborates with the pump in the pro- 
duction of a liquid called milk, pro- 
vides the filler for hash, and at last 
is skinned by those she has benefited, 
as mortals commonly are. 

The young cow is called a calf, and 
is used in the manufacture of chicken 
salad. 

The cow’s tail is mounted aft and 
has a universal joint. It is used to 
disturb marauding flies, and the tassel 
on the end has unique educational 
value. Persons who milk cows and 
come in contact with the tassel have 
vocabularies of peculiar and impres- 
sive force. 

The cow has two stomachs. The 
one on the ground floor is used as 
a warehouse and has no other func- 
tion. When this one is filled the cow 
retires to a quiet place where her ill 
manners will occasion no comment 
and devotes herself to rumination. 
The raw material thus conveyed for 
the second time to the interior of her 
face is pulverized and delivered to 
the auxiliary stomach, where it is 
converted into cow. | 

The cow has no upper plate. All 
her teeth are parked 
part of her face. This arrangement 
was perfected by an efficiency expert 
to keep her from gumming things up. 
As a result she bites up and gums 
down. 

The male cow is called a bull and 
is lassoed along the Colorado, fought 
south of the Rio Grande and shot in 
the vicinity of the Potomac. 

A slice of cow is worth eight cents 


in the lower. 


in the cow, 14 cents in the hands of 
the packer and $2.40 in a restaurant 
that specializes in atmosphere. 


($) 
OUT OF THE NIGHT 


Anxious, I wait in the darkness, 
Eager to catch a gleam 
Of a light that shall bring to me— 


I think I can see a beam! 

Yes! Yes! At last it is piercing— 
That spark—those walls of jet! 

I could cry aloud, in my happiness, 
"Tis the tip of her cigarette. 


($) 


Judge—“Where do you live?" 

Con— “I live with my brother." 

Judge—“ Where does he live?" 

Con—"He lives with me." ... 

Judge—'Well where do you both 
live?" 

Con—"We live together.” 


(š) 
THAT'S DIFFERENT 


He loves the ladies, loves them aH, 
He found Nell quite entrancing, 
Yet he loved best the one who last 
At him just then was glancing. 
He loved them stout, he loved them 

thin, 
Suzette his heart throbs harried, 
For Sally, Nan and May and Lou, 
He gaily fetched and carried. 
He loved them short, he loved them 
tall, 
‘He thought Bess most enticing, 
Made tender love to Jane and Fan, 
But never mentioned splicing. 
He loved brunettes, preferred a 
blonde, f i 
When petting parties tarried; 

No breach of promise suits he feared, 
For he, you see, was married. 
He loved the ladies, loved them all, 
But now a storm is brewing, 
Lothario's just learned his wife, 

- Is this same line pursuing! 
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Treat "Em Rough and Make ’Em Like It. 


фо» о-н o am o os. ем OED O SD а OD ED 


Too Late 


THE two men were lunching to- 
gether in a crowded restaurant. 

“Why on earth do you keep looking 
round at the coat rack?” said one 
irritably. 

“Im keeping an eye on my over- 
coat,” replied the other. 

*How .absurd! You don't see me 
continually looking over there." 

“Well, there's no need. Yours went 
„about five minutes ago.” 


(Š) 


Freddie—I’m going to steal a kiss. 
` Betty—Let the crime wave begin. 


to emp аир ть OO a ao RO e 
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Or a Strong Man Either 


“Ра,” 

“Yes, ту son.” 

* What is a flapper?" 

“A flapper, my son, is a woman who 
does what an old maid would like to 
do and has not the constitution to 
stand it." —Ex. 


——(8) 
SHE—My Pm warm. 
HE—So they tell me. 


(Š) 


Believe It or Not! 


As they drove along the highway 
they passed the entrances to m.ny 
lonely and deserted country lanes. 
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Oh, Couldn't They! | 


WHEN Adam found himself within 
The garden where there was no sin 
must have found it very tame. 
couldn't find a poker game, 
couldn't chew, he couldn't smoke, 
couldn't read a funny joke, 
couldn't find a single bar, 
couldn't run a motor car, 
couldn't play à game of chance, 
couldn't golf, he couldn't dance, 
couldn't see the ponies run— 
couldn’t have a bit of fun. 


When Eve appeared to Adam there 
She didn't have a thing to wear. 
She couldn't buy a Paris gown, 

She couldn't gad about the town, 

She couldn't read a novelette 

She couldn't smoke a cigarette, 

She couldn't powder, couldn't paint, 
She couldn't look like what she ain't. 
She couldn't visit bargain sales, 

She couldn't flirt with other males, 
For Adam was the only one— 

She couldn't have a bit of fun. 


With all these couldn'ts for the two 
What Could poor Eve and Adam do? 
(S) 


Ramonia says that the moth always 
gets singed in the flame, but, oh, she 
certainly has a hot time doing it! 


= (9 
You can tell all sorts of things about 


a girl from the style pajamas she 
wears—but a gentleman never does. 


ro 
š 
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A FAIR PROBLEM 


If Elephant Skin was sold I 
at 5c per square yard, how 
much would it cost to make I 
a pair of leggins for a Can- 
ary Bird? I 

2 > 
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WOULD YOU LIKE TO 
EARN BIG MONEY IN 
YOUR SPARE TIME 


Many of our trained experts 
make as high as $1,000 per 
night. 


YOU CAN DO THE SAME 


—all it takes is a depraved 
character and an utter disre- 
gard for the rights of other 
people—Hickman, of Los An- 
geles, made $1500 in twelve 
hours. Of course he is to hang 
for what he did, and you will 
probably get the same dose. 


Write today for our Free 
Booklet. Our Experts occupy 
cells in some of the best jails, 
and penitentiaries in America. 


CRIME LABORATORIES 


Tenderlion Dist. 
ANYBIGCITY, U. S. A. 


eames a sJ 
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This sign stands seventeen miles from Leesville. 
There are places down in this country where the "boys" 


think Andy Volstead is third baseman on a bush league 


baseball team. 


oo 


When Loving Songs Get Together 


A couple of “mammy singers" from 
musical comedy met on the street. 


“Hear from home lately, Jack?” 
asked ene. 

"Yeah," snorted Jack. “The old 
lady wants money again! An’ after 


me sendin" her a five-dollar bill only 
last Mother's Day !" 


S 


À Wampus Cat once met a 
rat, 
And Wampus: was hungry 
as could be; 
He made a meal, down to the 
squeal—. 
Was not that some cat- 
astrophe? 


———— Ó 
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Customer—Can I try on that dress 
in the window? 

Salesman—No, ma’am, we have 
dressing rooms for that purpose in 
the rear. 


Еа 


Actor—A horse, my kingdom for a 
horse. 

Voice from the Gallery—Will a 
jackass do? 

Actor—Sure, come right down. 


(8) 


An Irishman was helping to build 
a new conerete road and hung his coat. 
on a fence post. Some of the gang 
painted the head of a mule on it. 
When it came time to quit the Irish- 
man looked at the coat a minute and 
said, “Wech one of you boys wiped 
your face on me coat?" 
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Ask Me Another 
He: I can answer any question. 
She: Well, what's the broad band 
used to keep the saddle in place on ə 
horse's back? 
He: Aw, that's a cinch. 
—Dartmouth Jack o'Lantern 


(8) 
Low Bridge 


Farmer—Say, what would it cost 
me t’ go in the sleeping car as fur as 
Chicago? 

Pullman Agent—Upper 
berth? 

Farmer—Why, is there any differ- 
ence in price? 

Pullman Agent—Yes, the lower is 
higher than the upper. You can take 
your choice, but most people take a 
lower even though it comes higher. 
You see, when you take an upper you 
have to get up to go to bed and get 
down when you get up. The upper 
is lower than the lower because it is 
higher, and— 

Farmer—Never mind, young fel- 
low, ГИ just go in the sittin’ car. 


or lower 


Well, Well--Hello There! I dedo recognize yow 


standin' over there with your mouth open like that. 


samo. 


15 Minutes a Day Did It 

They grinned when the waiter 
spoke to me in Greek, but their laugh- 
ter changed to astonishment at my 
ready reply. 

“I wanna roasta bif san' wich, str-r- 
romberry pie, two cup skawfee," was 
the simple and clear statement I made 
without hesitation.—Life. ` 
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Brutus Blinkgoof of Africa, who 
sells 5 every hour by radio, Try 
and do it too. 


the face? 


pipe. 


vom › жш» s 


family with furs and jewels. Why dawdle away your time 
selling Oil Stock, when this Golden Opportunity stares you in 


Get out of the Millionaire Class. Make real money. Sigm the 
coupon and be a real success. Looney of Iowa made $3,865,- 
420.01 working in his spare time. Noodle of Alaska makes $98 
every minute the sun shines at midnight, You can do better, be- 
cause you have no brains. Sign the coupon—clip it—mail it— 
get your Rolls-Royce free—by return mail, and relight your 


MAKE $4610.00 AN HOUR EASY 


THIS MAN SOLD FIVE HATS 
IN AN HOUR 


Selling *Self-Fitting Brown Derbies—Each Hat Sells 
for $982.00—You Make All The Profit—We Get The 
Glory and pay for the Advertising. 


Do you own a Pierce Arrow? Throw it away and ac- 
cept a Rolls-Royee from us free while learning to 
sell *Self-Fitting" Brown Derbies. АП our agents 
own them. Just clip the coupon and we'll send it free 
plus war tax with the “Self-Fitting” Line. The out- 
fit is of solid gold with hand painted patterns of plat- 
inum threaded fabric. 

It’s easy to sell “Self-Fitting” Brown Derbies 
Crowds will flock to your door, and you'll need police 
to keep them in line. You col- ee 
lect $982 on each derby in ad- Self Fitting 
vance which you keep. The B Derbi 
customer pays nothing else— Prown Verbies 
we ship the derby free, be- 
cause we love to make them. 
Take no measure. Our 
derbies are self-conforming 
—fit any one and need no 
alterations. 

We pay you $200 a week 
for expenses—and if you are 
married, supply the wife and 


| MOULDERS 
| Aircastle, U. S. A. 


‚ ehecking my desires below. 
7 passenger Rolls-Royce 


it anyhow. 
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| The SELF-FITTING GARMENT | 
| 


Honest, you wouldn't fool me, mis- 
ter. I believe you and I want a | 
| share in that easy money. I am | 


Never mind the selling outfit No | 
use signing my name, I won't get 


The Self-Fitting 


| Garment Moulders 
Cokeland and Hop Sts. 


| Aircastle-On-The-Bunk 
| U. S. A. 
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і Have you noticed how of- 
ten piety is associated with 
stomach trouble? 


to 
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What Every Girl Should Know 


When he brings you home from a 
dance, dan't say, “I had an enjoyable 
evening, Bill.” A better impression is 
made if you clasp him passionately, 
gaze innocently into his eyes and mur- 
mur softly, “Thanks Bill, had a heluva 
fine time this evening. Enjoyed the 
taxi as much as the dance. Now, give 
sweetie one more drink and kiss your 
little pet good-night.” 


(8) 


Young Lady (to druggist)—Have 
you any Life Buoy?" 
Druggist—Just set the pace, kid. 
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She Wanted to Ве Sure 


Hubby (on phone:) So, honey, РП 
be awful busy at the office and won't 
be home till late. 

Wifie: Can I depend on that? 

. —Texas Ranger. 


(8) 


Blessings on thee Little Car, 

Gears all Stripped and seats that jar; 
Knocks are many, springs are few, 
Chassis Broken, far from new; 

With Thy two speeds, slow and stop, 
Cut out open, Darn the Cop, 

Lively pick-up as it whirls, 

Picks up tacks and chorus girls. 
Paint all gone, now girls don’t scoff, 
You’d look worse with your paint off. 
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For Sale—A table by an old lady 
with hickory legs. 


Judge—Well, John, I can give you 
this divorce, but it will cost you three 
dollars. 

John—tThree dollars, boss? 

Judge—tThat’s the fee. 

John—wWell, boss, I jes’ tell you, I 
don’t believe I wants no divorce. There 
ain't three dollars difference 'tween 
dem two wimmen. 
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“Have you given the gold fish fresh 
water, Janet?” 

“No, mum, they ain’t finished what 
I gave them yesterday yet.” 
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“Why are you scratching, yourself, 
Tommy?” 

“Because, I'm the only one who 
knows where I itch.” 
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“Look here, Rastus. I told you I 
wanted a tame turkey." 

“Yessah, that's a tame turkey, 
boss," said the darkey. 

“It surely must be a wild bird, it's 
allfilled with shot." А 

*Don't let them shot pester you 
none, boss. Dem shot was 'tended for 
me." 
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Two Irishmen were in prison, one 
for stealing a cow, the other for steal- 
ing a watch. The former thinking to 
have some fun at the other's expense, 
asked. “Pat, what time is it?" Pat: 
“Faith, an I think it's about milking 
time." 
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It used to be the furnace 
that smoked us out; now its 
the wife and daughter. 
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Not So Crazy After All 


Minnie Notions was a well known 
character in the Hog Eye community. 
She hadn’t been very bright since the 
day, when she was about six months 
old, her mother dropped her while 
running the goats out of the kitchen. 
Some of the neighbors were unkind 
enough to say she was “crazy as 
h—1.” However, Sam Smithers was 
desperately in love with Minnie and 
twice or three times a week he would 
call on her and as the evening shad- 
ows gathered they would go for a 
stroll. One evening they were sitting 
on a log down in the deep wildwood, 
and the waves of passionate love were 
rolling over Samuel in fathomless bil- 
lows. Finally he could stand it no 
longer and gathering Minnie in his 
manly arms he pulled her over to him 
and was kissing her madly. When 
able to catch her breath Minnie said: 
“Huh! You can’t fool me. I know 
what you’re doin’ You’re kissin’ me. 
I ken feel it jest as plain!” 


Bozo says his girl is so dumb she 
thinks Billy Sunday and Easter Sun- 
day are brothers and sisters. 
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A traveler was paying his bill at the 
hotel office, when he suddenly looked 
up at the girl cashier, and asked what 
it was she had around her neck. 

“Why, that's a ribbon, of course," 
She said. 

"Why?" 

* Well," replied the traveler, *every 
thing else around this hotel is so high, 
I thought perhaps it was your garter.” 
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Testimonial for a patient medicine: 
Dear Doctor—When I began taking 
your remedy I was at death’s door. 
I have had three bottles and I think 
one or two more will pull me through. 


A young lady whose name was Mariah 
For coasting had quite a desiah; 
Down the banister rail 
She would gracefully sail 
While the boys stood around to ad- 
miah. 
Now, her brother, whose name was 
Josiah 
Fixed the rail with a piece of 
barbed wiah; 
But it wouldn't be best 
To relate all the rest 
For we're blushing already like fiah! 
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Student—How long do you suppose 
I could live without brains? 

Biology Proffessor—That remains 
to be seen. 
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Mary had a little lamb 

Given by a friend to keep, 
It followed her around until 

It died from want of sleep. 
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Mistress—So your matrimonial life 
was very unhappy? What was the 
trouble? December wedded to May? 

Mandy Johnson— Lan' sake, no, 
ma'am! It was Labor Day wedded to 
de Day ob Rest. 


(8) 
Prof.—''This machine can take the 
plaee of forty girls." 


Bored Student— “Yeh, but who 
wants a date with a machine." 


(8) 


In United States most of the blind 
are virtually self-supporting, especial- 
ly the blind tigers—BUT not virturely. 
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Ramonia says she'd like a position 
as a stenographer somewhere, but her 
only real qualification for the job is 
that her father's a rotten bad shot. 
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The Great Americon 
Hot Dog and 
Hamburger King 


Writes:- 


“Good Old Fortunates— 

We have been buddies for 

years. I never think of start- 

ing a batch of hot dogs 

" without first lighting a “Ког- 

tunate Hit.” In fact the very first thing I remember is my dear old dar- 
ling mother lighting me a “Fortunate Hit" Cigarette, and even before 
I could walk or talk, I was smoking from one to three packages every 
day. TO THAT FACT ALONE, I ATTRIBUTE MY WONDERFUL 
SUCCESS IN THE HOT DOG AND HAMBURGER BUSINESS. 


“The CleanUp of The 
Tobacco Crop” 


“THE fast disappearing qualities of “FORTUNATE HITS” is a puz- | 
zle to every dum head or buzzle 
gussler that ever smoked one, i 
but there is a solution of the ! 
problem. I know because I buy FORTUNATE 
the tobacco for FORTUNATE 
HITS. I buy the “Clean-up of 
the Crop," stems, sticks, dirt and j HIT 
trash that the tobacco farmers į 


AES to get rid of at any i CIGARETTES 
R. U. GOOFY 


Tobacco Buyer. 
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Dry References 


A wealthy Irish American was 
proud of the opportunity to “show off" 
on the occasison of a visit to Gotham 
of one of his companions from the 
“Оша Counthry." To dazzle him he 
invited him to dine at a fashionable 
restaurant. “Now, me bhoy,” he said: 
*Just you follow me lead and we'll 
get the best of everything." Seated at 
the table the host led off with, “W ait- 
er, a couple of cocktails," but his 
friend whispered audibly to the wait- 
er, "if you don't moind, I'd rather 
have a wing." 

(8) — 


Romance Stuff 


Bright moonlight illuminated the 
garden. On a bench sat a girl and 
a boy. 

He leaned over to whisper in her 
ear. She slapped his face. 

"I finally got that mosquito," she 
exulted. 
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Monkey and a Baboon 
playing in the grass— 


Monkey stuck his finger 
in—Pan-Am Gas. 
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Hot Dog Way To Propose 


“Do you know, dear, that your 
children will probably have plue 
eyes?" 


“Why, John, my eyes aren't blue." 
"No, but mine are." 
—Brown Jug. 
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Rastus dropped in on Mose one 
morning and found him limping a- 
round on crutches. The shack looked 
as if it had undergone violent treat- 
ment recently. 

“Looks lak yu’ve hed a upset,” he 
remarked. 

“Yas, suh, boy! Ah slung a pahty 
heah las’ night, and aftuh de moon- 
shine wuz all gone hit got kinda 
rough.” 

“Yas, ah sees you grapes hab been 


slung all aroun’.” 


“Grapes! Man, dem ain't grapes? 
Dem's eyeballs.’ ' 


Then I'll Be Good 


When I've had a million kisses, 
Learned what kind of old world this is,— 
Then I'll be good. 
When I've had a plenty loving, 
Petting-parties, turtle-doving,— 
Then Ill be good. 
When I've danced a million dances, 
Had my share of sly romances, 
Taken half a million chances,— 
Then ГП be good. 
When I'm bored and weary too, 
Vainly search for something new; 
When I've nothing else to do.— 
Then I'll be good. 
Yes! I wil be good until 
Someone temzts with some new thrill:— 
If no one's there to pay the bill,— 
Then ГП be good. 


When Charleston contests lose their pep; 
When Ford revives the minuet,— 
Then I'll] be good. 
When I'm tired of boot-leg drinks; 
When my system's full of kinks,— 
Then ГИ be good. 
When all these things have lost their kiek; 
When things I now like make me sick; 
When someone calls the doctor quick,— 
Then Ill be good. 
When I'm careless once too often, 
Let them slip me in a coffin, 
Hire a hearse to take me off in,— 
Then РИ be good. 
When I'm in the tomb so chilly, 
ГИ just lie there and look silly; 
Can't have much fun with a lily,— 
So Ill be good. 


When Гуе caused a million tears; 

When my joys are quenched by fears,— 
Then ГП be good. 

When I've squandered my best years; 

When applause has changed to jeers,— 
Then ГЇЇ be good. 

When my final sunset nears, 

When the last mile-stone appears; 

When I've stripped most all my gears,— 
Then I'll be good. 

On my last joy-ride to the grave, 

I suppose I must behave:— 

With good intentions, hell is paved,— 
So Ill be good. 

If I can't fool good old St. Peter; 

If he nabs me ior a cheater; 

If he shoves me in the heater,— 
Then ГЇЇ be good. 
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СИЛ ҮКҮ WA WAT ҮН ҮЙҮ SWAN 
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—No, She's not 


*High-Hattin'" you. 
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LUCILIA MENDEZ 
in “Coney island.” 
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